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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE DISH-WASHER 

Above the foam curled a light plume of steam — 
An airy blue embodiment of dream, 
That drew the tribute of her eager gaze 
As though it were a genie from a vase. 

Her hands worked on with even rise and fall, 
But she was not aware of them at all. 
A breeze came in, a stranger to the town, 
And set her tumblers bobbing up and down, 
And making tinkly music, frail and sweet, 
Like fairy bells you startle with your feet 
In woodland grass. Then happily her soul 
Awoke to sunlight nesting in a bowl: 
A little crystal boat it seemed to be 
Upon the life and lustre of the sea. 

O SINGER! O DANCER! 

So wonderful your fancies seem to me 

And rare the revelations that you bring, 
I find my hands extended wistfully 

To stroke them as I would a skylark's wing! 

And then I dread the more my dim retreat 
Where glories turn to tatters one by one. 

Oh, take me where you dance with joyous feet 
Along the silver highway of the sun! 

Amanda Hall 
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